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Once upon a time, an apple-dumpling prin¬ 
cess lived in a mirror house, where time ran count¬ 
erclockwise, and no one could tell left from right 
or right from wrong. A most regressive arrange¬ 
ment, even from an objective point of reference, 
don't you think? 

And furthermore, the only way the apple¬ 
dumpling princess knew that she even existed was 
by looking at herself reflected in people and 
prisms. Society's eyes do not a full length mirror 
make, my dears, and Dumpling was distorted by 
astigmatisms, myopiae, and the usual ways of 
looking at things in general. 

Well, one afternoon before morning, (Bear 
in mind that time runs backward in mirror worlds.), 
this frog happened by in the world outside, and 
by chance looked in the mirror. No, he couldn't 
see the princess. (Fooled you, ha, ha; but then, 
she couldn't see him either.) But he sure as bacon 
for breakfast saw himself, and having really gotten 
plastered the previous p.m., was looking a trifle 
out of it. 

"Ohmygod!" he croaked, and threw a rock 
at the foul image. You guessed it this time; he 
broke the apple dumpling princess's mirror wall, 
and since it was six a.m. by now, she woke vio¬ 
lently and saw a new world with the sun getting 
up and growing things all over the place. 

"Fantastic!" she squealed, tripped through 
the remnant of mirror, and kissed our froggy friend 
on his throbbing head. 

You simply won't believe what happened next. 
Oh, callooh and happy endings never cease! 

"Kneedeep?" creaked the baffled frog. 

"Barrump!" affirmd the apple-dumpling prin¬ 
cess, now looking a bit green and warty. 

And together they hopped happily off into 
the sunrise. 

Moral: People who live in glass houses should 
throw rocks? 

or 

The truth will make you free ... If you're sure 
that's what you really want. 


Margaret McKenzie 





























Mary Beth Taylor 


3 


























GRASS STAINS 


When I feel 
the 

loneliness 

coming — 

I 

gather 

All 

of 

my armor 

and 

prepare 

myself 

for 

the 

inevitable battle — 

and 

memories 

ideas 

dreams 

loves 

come 

close to 

me 

in 

the 

night — 

come close 

to me 
and 

protect me 
from 

loneliness — 


You can't turn around again 
And expect to see me waiting 
With some look inside my eyes. 

The grass is brown 
That knew our hungry love, 

And somehow we've forgotten 
Where we laid, our secret nights. 

I found some stones the other day 
Where once big roots were mounds; 
The grass was dead beneath the stones 
And I thought again 
How things have changed . .. 
and you 

Can't you turn around again 
And expect to see me. 

I am somehow beyond 
Your half-hearted touch. 

I shall forget you quite entirely 
When the grass stains 
Wash from my skirt. 


—Nancy Greer 


—Maude Alexandria Laslie 





























SONNET #11 


The wasted bodies lie there crucified, 

And half the world is under Nazi weight. 

In the concentration camps they liquidate 
Those who have lost hope along with pride. 

For murders can't be made satisfied 
Until they militantly mutilate 
And destroy a universe with hate, 

While knowing evil can 7 be justified. 

For vengeance's sake we drop an atom bomb 

And solve the problems men have known since time 

Uncovered first the secret hell inside 

The hearts of men who came here from 

A place called Eden, where someone made crime 

The bloody god supreme, and goodness died. 


—Sharon Mays 


My heart feels like a cobweb 
All greyed, dead, 

And silenced. 

So long since I have tried 
To touch without killing 
Or being killed 

Like some dark and dusty attic 
Filled with crumpled, frayed ribbons 
And empty diaries. 

I am waiting, paralyzed: 
like some strange catatonia 
to pass for death. 

Waiting for something 
Which means more to me 
Than what I know today. 

—Nancy Greer 



George Hawks 






























































“RAINING STEVE” TO D. 


When we fell 

To transcend it all is to deny 

when we hoped this was the way it was 

That 1 know you 

we were rain. 

On every plane. 

Sprinkling rain, 

And that which is within you 

A mist ridden breeze. 

1 can yet see from without — 

When we touched 

Though 1 sometimes step within. 

when we laughed Winnie the Pooh and talked Rod McKuen 

The understanding 1 give to you 

the earth shook 

Is equaled only by 

And but for a promise not to be broken 

The meaning you give 

The world might have needed Noah. 

To my life. 

When we loved 

And all because you have 

and 1 could feel you breathing in my chest, 

Your different selves 

We were a puddle in the sun. 

(we share a soul), 

1 love you all the more 

Sue Bradshaw 

And lay us down 

Our thoughts together — 

To dream of 

Some greater design. 

To stand alone 

And claim you for me — 

Life is like an emery board: 

to transcend the moving mass — 

Careless 

Is to acknowledge our meeting 

Where it snags and pulls — 

On another plane 

Mindless 

(our very own) 

Of corners and set boundaries 

And to admit above it all 

And 

often 

1 love you. 

Painfully 

rough. 

—Nancy Greer 


—Gayle Lorraine Lehman 


People 

are sometimes 
unbelievably 
real. 

Then 

as quickly as they become 
They run out. 

Like an old fountain pen. 


—Gayle Lorraine Lehman 



George Hawks 
































“FOR CHRIS AND DORSEY” 


Going away 

is nothing more than watching 
that oblong space of street 

Fade quickly 
into the rest 

Never thinking of rain 
on the ground. 

So long 

to your dear last year 

as it strips aside its graveclothes 

and mounts the hill of pride's resurrection 

naked, 

as it looks at birth's reflection 
from October to October to October. 

So long 

to your dear last year 

Sue Bradshaw 

that waited for never but came forever 
and stayed 

whispering in your ear 

from October to October to October. 

Take the world — 

Take the world 

By storm — 

Grab it and pull it close — 

Clenched fists — always 
loose hands lose things — 

Smell it — and taste it — and touch it — 

Love it — you have to if 
you stay — 

You cannot expect to stay 
if you do not love — 

Dirt and music and trees — 

Music floats out and makes 
me feel good — 

So 1 grab as much as 1 can — 

What if 1 cannot grab 
enough — world — 

That is ridiculous — live 
for a million years and 1 
could never 

Grab enough — 

And in 1852 

the Whig 

Party was 

tottering — 

So long 

to your dear last year 

when herds of angles flocked wingless 

and walked homeless 

upon waters of your wounds, 

biting the chains of your hooded heart 

that stood apart 

no more — 

For October's child crept into summer's wonder 

and slept through fall's slumber 

with burnt leaves for tears 

and stones for a heart 

that broke the bed of another year — 

from October to October to October. 

So say. 

So long 

to your dear last year 

when you stained the gates of heaven 

with fire and love 

and desire, 

and stood standing on the stairwelled 
wind, 

laughing at the sun; 

with the meek moon at your face, 

with your heart and tongue in place 

As you spun the thread of a century's waste 
with a girl for a hand. 


—Maude Alexandria Laslie 


—Cathy Coxey 

































with 


I 

open 

my 

mouth 
and 
the 
words 
come 
out — 

I 

open 
my 
mind 
and 
people 
come 
in — 

But in the heart 
where 
love begins 

I am alone — 

and 

the world is 

40 empty parking lots 
away — 

And 

grass 

is 

green 

and 

dirt 

is 

black 

and 

Sunday skies 
are 

frosty blue — 
People 
are 
born 

and 

for 

awhile 

my 

room 

is 

filled 


laughter 
friends 
love — you — 
and 

then — 

suddenly 
shatteringly 
When the 

stereo 

clicks 

off- 

when 

the 

last 

song is 

finished — the 
silence 

engulfs 
me — 

slides 

behind my 
eyes 
and 
runs 

through 

my heart — mind-soul 
and 
I 

am 

alone — 

I 

thought 

that 



Perhaps 

in 

time 

loneliness 

would 

become 

not 

an 

enemy 

but 


companion 


thing 

that 

in 


the 


beauty 

of 


its 


bitterness 

would 

allow 

me 

to remember 
more 
about 

your 
smile — 
your voice — 

your eyes — 
A 

friend 

that would 
give 
you 
back 
to me 

with 
tears — 

until — 

finally — 

you 

walk 

through 

my 

door — 


—Maude Alexandria Laslie 


Ellen Mackey 



























Hard and hot — dirty gray — chewing gum 
wrappers — empty cigarette packages 
and match stems — cracked and smooth 
sidewalk — runs like a river — runs 
past neat and shiny windows — past 
poolrooms and bars — past courthouses — 
past painted woman and libraries — 
always parallel to the gutter — always 
parallel — sometimes the gutter 
runs over and the sidewalk gets dirty — 

Quick-paced, steady footsteps — like a 
strong heartbeat — brown leather — warm 
from the sun — hand-carved leather — 
warm in the sun — 

Down the sidewalk — past neat and shiny 
windows — always parallel to the gutter — 
always parallel — 

And you — I don't know whether to take 
the fake good or the real bad — and the 
boots stop — and the heartbeat stops — 

Shadows of buildings hanging over the 
sidewalk — cold — and the once-warm boots 
cracked with life — are cold — 


PSYCHEDELERIUM 

The neon tentacles of the city 
Hold me in their cold embrace. 

Then fling me madly into 
Luminescent, phosphorescent streets, 
Teeming with plastic people. 

Take my hand and walk with me 
Through nylon crowds; 

Listen to the electric echo 

Of lost voices 

In an opaque wilderness. 

Listen to the effervescent song 
in my heart. 

It grows softer and softer... 

As we watch the dark morticians 
Build a coffin for our love. 

—Frances Holloman 


Euphoria 

pacing from sky to sky 
in search of a palsied sun. 


—Maude Alexandria Laslie —Sue Bradshaw 



Charlotte Gillett 











































Jenny Dyer 































REFLECTIONS ON A 

RAINSTREAKED WINDOW 


It rains and 

tiny bits of long-dead souls 
splatter 

upon the mindless masses 
giving to man 
their minds 
their all 
but 

man shrugs his shoulders 
under his sterile 
raincoat 
until the drops 
roll 

off and 

dissolve into nothing 
to be pulled up 
to be given again 
and still — 

it rains... 

—Gayle Lehman 


WADING 

The salty sea is beckoning me. 

Its siren song calls ever louder. 
But I must be content 
To wade in tidal pools. 

Until I am prepared 
To shed my inhibition. 

To abandon all ambition. 

And drown in that sweet ecstasy. 

—Frances Holloman 


Uplifting a bough 

a shivering cypress tree 

prays for the sun's shawl 


Once 

the window 
was 

smooth-dear 

see-through 

glass 

and 

sky 

was 

blue 

and 

grass-trees 
were 
green — 
and 
birds 
built 

nests 

and 

were happy — Then rain — 
first 

slowly 

later 

in 

a 

mad rush 

blurred 

changed 

the 

glass — 
as 
hard 
to 

understand 

as 

the 

brush-stroke 

rain 


Memories float by — 

smiling teddy bears and dolls 
decorate the sky. 


of 

Lautrec 

or 

Van Gogh — 
and 

everything 

that 

was 

seemed 

so 

very 
clear — 


is 

only an 

impression 

caught 

and 

held 

by 


rain-splashed 
rain-splashed 
splattered 
stained 
mind — 


—Maude Alexandria Laslie 


—Sharon Mays 
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And 

some 

of 

them 

live 

while 

all 

of 

them 

die — 
and 
the 

Soul 

that 

owns 

my 

name 

is 

wandering — 
just 
does 
not 
know 
where 

to go — 

where to run — 
and 
youth 
is 

like 

a 

star — 

burned out 
but 
still 

shining — 

still beautiful 

far 

off 

in 

the 

sky 

shining — 

remembering 

and 

shining — 
do 
you 

understand 

the 

fear 

all around 


and 

the hate that 
is 

covered 

with smiles — 
please 
do 

not 

smile — 

And 
who 
was 
Sappho — 
where did 
she 
run — 

where did 
she 
go- 
and 

why 

do guitar strings 
break — 
and 
in 

all of the 

World — 
on 

all 

of 

the 

seas — 

where 
is the 

happy Sailor — 

When 

I 

saw 

the 

moon — 

I 

wanted 

everyone 

to have it — 

and so 
People 
gave 

me 

a 

Rock — 

—Maude Alexandria Laslie 
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